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Mrs. Katliarine Ueber 
108 Benlon Hoad 
Bathany, CT 06525 

Dear Kathur ino, 

When J olui told me you write well I remonbeywliat perliaps you do not, that you were 
quite un accomplished story toller when you were a little girl, in 1065. He sent tao a copy 
of your "Without a Buclcward Cast." It proves liis point. 

I've forgotten wliat I think was a Dickensian name you gave to a family whose 3 tory 
you told with rather good drawings and posted on the ld.tchen wall at its inside doorway. 
They were rather imaginative and none tines funny. 

I was sorry I was not able to get to your wedding. Travel has been dangerous for mo 

as the result of a series of complications 6ollowing successful surgeries. That I sit 

with my legs elevated, medical instructions, accounts for my typing. But as I near 75 I'm 
as well mid as content as I can be. 

accumulating years pemits the; accumulating of recollections. When you referred to 

A -fcivtl 

the little fisfc tliat got into the cabin from the spring that provided its water reminded 

me tliat years ago little is fish coning from Philadelphia's faucets were not uncommon! 

I And more repugnant tilings, too ! ) 

Yllion I was young I used to enfroy fishing, too. When my wife and I worked for the Senate 

before air conditioning I'd take flier fishing in the Potomac hot afternoons. We'd work in 

the cooler night to males it up. She bec;ime the patron of all the river's eels and tliat 
ended our joint fishing. (.Itaybe some day you'll experiences, ns I did when younger than 
you, the fine ride an able eel can give you if you hook him from a canoe ! ) 

I was reminded of my last fishing trip, only a weelcender. The Department of Justice 
had borrowed me from the Senate to help it with a sensational prosecution of that day, the 
1 930d , against 65 Harlan County, 13T. , coal operators and their deputized gun thugs. Have 
you ever lieard of "Bloody lA arlanV" It was TlIaT Harlan. 

During the trial, in London, Ky. ,with a local friend and two labor-board regional 



directors I went to Dorris Lake, TU, to bass fi3h. The people who owned the small hotel in 
which the official party stayed had a cump ut tliat lake. Y/ojlleft on a Saturday morning, to 
return Sunday night so, I took only my toothbrush. SaVe for one pair of pants I liud only 
city clothing anyway. 

We were no sooner well into the lake when the clouds burst. By the time we got back to 

the camp we were thoroughly soaked. The woman of the couple who owned it wa3 abundant enough 

flor a wraparound she loaned me while x s it at the fireplace to be more than adeuate. I could 

•% 

not wear her small husband's underwear but with the drawstrings on his pajuna3 I could 
keep then from falling, if not Jbc joining at the waisty?. I could get my feet partway into 
a pair of liis scufi'3 and one of my companions had a sweatshirt tliat I could and did use. 

Then my companions decided that we just had to go to the Fox restaurant in LaFollette, 
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TW. It did very well with steaks and was not far away. 

The two labor-board buys had gotten together and plotted u spectacle. They parked a 
bakiE block or so from the reataurant, which /as on the main street, and they wulked boliind 
my London /fire friend, llouor Clay, of the well-known Lentucky Clays, and me. 

As soon as we got into wlrnt for tliat town was a Saturday night crow a/ they holled/i^ 
J'Look at him and pointed at me. They got their laughs. 

llomer was u lawyer who also owned the local weekly newspaper. Tlrnt week he was in 
Lexington trying a case. His paper went to press Tuesdays. Tliat Tuesday afternoon hi3 
wife phoned me to ask if I c&uld come over and write a couple of stories, she had space to 
fill. I asked her how much space, she told me, and I wrote her two stories. 

It was the time of the -<och Less monster stories. Ho I wrote a story about the monster 
seen at llorris Lake - me. That Tuesday wa3 also the day after the second championsliip 
prize between Joe Louis and lla^C Sel moiling. So the second 3tory wa3 headed "Joe Still 
Champ; i*ax Stll Schmelling. " 

That headline really tickled the large contingent of big-city reporters. 

We have a pond where we now live, not at the form ^olin remembers so well it pleases 
us much. We had bass so tame they came when they heard our voices. They'd swim along 
beside us as we walked, knowing they'd be fed, and when we stopped they actually opened 
their montlm for us to tlirow pieces of bread to them. We never got the golden trout tliat 
tame, lie lost then all tb the record-breaking freeze of 1977 when the pond froze solid. 

One of the bullfrogs played games with a pair of local boys. One would carry him to 
the other side of the pond and he'd swim back to the other one. 

Trust tames most creatures. We had Canijainn geese, hankers. They would bring their 
young to me for me to feed then. They ate from my nouth witliout biting and soon theyr 
young also did. 

How we are content to watch the birds and the deer and other animals. Especially the skanks 
and the 'coons when before daylight I go out to the road for the papers. 

I hope you all stay well and happt^for a long, long tine! 

All the best, \ 
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